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Loues Labours loft. 




Proud with bis formc,in his Vic pride expreffed. 
rlis tongue all impatienrto fpeak c and notice, 
Did ftumblc with hafte iahis eie-fight to be, 
All fences to that fence did make their repaire, 
To feele onely looking on faireft of fairc : 
Mc thought all his fences were lockt in his eye, 
As Icwcls in Chriftall for fome Prince to buy 



Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 
His faces owne margent did coate fuch amazes, 
That all eyes law his eies inchantcd with gazes. 
He giue you Aqttitaine^x\<\ all that is his, 
And you giue him for my fake,but one louing Kifle. 
Tr*«, Come to our Pauillion,2?<?;<# is difpofde. 
BraBut to fpeak that in words,which his cie hath dif- 
I onelie haue made a mouth of his cie, ( clos'd. 

By adding a tongue, which I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro.Thou art an old Louc-monger,and fpeakeft 
skilfully. 

Lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfathered lcarnes news 
ofhirh. 

Lad.2. Then was Venus like her mother, forherfa- 
therisbut grim. 

Boy. Do you hearc my mad wenches ? 
La.i. No. 

Boy. What then,do you fee? 
Lad. 2. I, our way to be gone. 
*Boy. You are too hard for mc. Exeunt omnes. 


ABusTettius. 


Enter Broggart and Boy. 
Song, 

Bra. Warble childc,make paflionatc my fenfe of hea- 
ring. 

Boy. Concolincl. 

'Brag. Svvcete Ayer, go tendcrneflc of yeares : take 
this Key, giue enlargement to the fwaine, bring him fc- 
ftinatly hither : I muft itnploy him in a letter to my 
Loue. 

Boy. Wiilyou win your loue with a French braule? 
Bra. How roeaneft thoti,brauling in French ? 
Boy. No my compleat matter, but to Iiggc off a tune 
at the tongues end, canane to it with the fectc, humour 
it with turning vp your cie : figh a note and fing a note, 
fometime through the throate : if you fwallowed loue 
withfinging, louefomet'tme through: nofe as if you 
fnuft vp loue by fmelling loue with your hat penthoufe- 
like ore thefirop of your eies, with your armes croft on 
yourthinbellie doublet , likcaRabbeconafpit,oryour 
ha$ds in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, 
and keepenot too long in one tiine,but a fnip and away: 
thefe are complements, thefe are humours, thefc betraic 
nice wenches that would be betraied without thefe, and 
make them men of note : do you note men that moft are 
affe&ed to thefe? 

Brag. How haft thou pur chafed this experience > 
Boy. By my penne of obferuation. 
Brag. ButO,butO. \ 
Boy*. The Hobbie-horfe is forgot. 
, Bra. Gafft thou my loue Hobbi-horfe. 
Boy. NaM4ftcr,the Hobbie-horfc is but a Colt, and 
and your Loue perhaps^a Hadknie : 
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But haue you forgot your Loue ? T"! 
Brag. Almoftlhad. 

Boy. Negligent ftudcnt,learne her by heart. 
Brag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 
Boy. And out of heart Maftcr : all thofe three I 
proue. 

Brag. What wilt thou proue ? 

Boy. A man,if I liue(and this)by,in,and without,?* 
on the inftant : by heart you loue her,becaufc your heart' 
cannot come by her : in heart you loue her,becaufc y 0llr 
heart is in loue with her : and out of heart you loue her 
being out of heart that you cannot enioy her. ' 

'Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Toy. And three times as much morc,and yet nothing 
at all. g 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swainc, he muft carrie mee a 
letter. 

Boy. A melTage well fimpathisd, aHorfetobccm. 
bafladour for an Affc. 

Brag. Ha,ha,What faieft thou ? 

2?<?;,Marrie fir,you mutt fend the Aflc vpon theHorfe 
for he is vcrie flow gated : but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but fhort,away. 

Boj. As fwiftas Lead fir/ 

Brag. Thy meaning prcttie ingenious, is notLeada 
mettall heauiejdulljandflow ? 

Boy. Minnime honeft Mafter,or rather Maftcr no, 

Brad. I fay Lead is flow. 

Boy. You are too fwift fir to fay fo. 
Is that Lead flow which is nr'd from a Gunne? 

"Brag. SweetefmokeorRhetorike, 
He reputes mc a Cannon,and the Bullet that's he : 
I fliootc theeattheSwaine. 

Boy. Thump thcn,and I flee. 

Bra. A moft acute iuuenall,voluble and free of grace, 
By thy tauour fweet Welkin,I muft figh in thy face. 
Moft rude melancholie,Valour giues thee place- 
My Herald is returri'd. 


Enttr Page and Clownc* 

Tag. A wonder Mafter,heres a Cofiard broken in a 
fhin. 

Ar. Some enigma, fome riddle, come, thy Lmtj 
begin. 

Clo. No eg?pa,no ridd!e,no/^»«^, no falue, in thee 
male fir. Orfir-PIantan, aplainePlantan : no6*0»r,no, 
tettuoy^o Salue fir,but a Planran. 

Ar. By veraie thou inforceft laughter, thy fillic 
thought,my fpleene,the heauing of my lunges proupkes 
me to rediculous fmyling : O pardon me my ftars, doth 
the inconfiderate take falue for lenuoy, and the word&ff- 
uoyfot a falue} 

Pag. Doe the wife thinke them other, is not lenuty a 
falue? (plainc 

Ar. No Page, it is an epilogue or difcourfc to tnakc 
Some obfeure precedence that hath tofore bin faine. 
Now will I begin your morrall, and do you follow with 
my lenuoy. 

The Foxc,thc Ape,and the Huroble-Bec, 
Were ftill at oddc$,bcing but three 

Arm, Vntill the Goofe came put of doore, 
Staying the oddes by adding foure, 

Pag.Agood Leiiuoj t tnd\ng ip the Goofe: would you 
defiremorc? 

Clo. The Boy hath fold him abargainc,a G*pfc,that s 

flat 
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Lmer Labours loft. 


]\ 1 e fee At L~9* a fat Goofc ' 
Jr. Cofflehither,come hither : 
did this argument begin ? 
t ^ydy'ingthn zCpfiardvfzs broken iti a fliin. 
r^hcal'd yoa for the Unttr/ . 

cU Tn»e,*»d I for a Plantan : 
T , ^ yo ur argument in : 

Th!n the Boycs fat Lenuoy, the Goofe that you bought, 
a \ he ended the market. 
Jr B ut tcl1 m€ : Hovv was thcrC a Co ft* r<l brQkcn in 

tfl pl/. Jwilltellyoufcncibly. 

flm Thou haft no tccling of it Moth, 
fAlfpcakethatirw , 
lO/lardnmmng out.thac was lafely within, 
Fell oucr the thrcfhold,and broke my fhin. 

Arm* We will talkc no more of this matter 

Clow. Till there be more matter in the fhin. 

Am. Snrdfoflard,! willmfranchife thee. 

Clow. 0,marrieme toonefr<«»rAf,Ifmeli fomeZrW- 
w /,fomeGoofeinthis. 

Am. By my fweete foulc,I meanejfetting thee at li- 
bertic Enfrcedomingthyperfon: thou wertcmurcd, 
reftraincd.captiuatcdsbound. 

Clow. True,true,and now you will be my purgation, 
and Jetmcloofe. . 

Arm. Igiuc thee thy libcrtie, fet thee from durance, 
and in lieu thereof, impofcon thee nothing but this : 
Bcarethis fignificant to the countrcy Maide laquenetta : 
there i$ rcmuneration.for the beft ward of mine honours 
is rewarding my dependants, /itf &,follow# 

Pag. Like the fcquclll. 
Signcur Cojtardzdcw. Exit. 

Clow. My fweete ounce of mans flefh, my in-conie 
Jew : Now will I looke to his remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that's the Latineword for thrce-far- 
things : Three-farthings rcmuration, What's the price 
ofthisyncle?iAno,llegiueyottaremuncration : Why? 
It carries it remuneration : Why? It is a fairer name then 
a Frcnch-Crownc. I will neuer buy and fell out of this 
word. N 

Enter Berowne. 

Ber. O my good knaueCa/for^cxceedingly well met. 

[low. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Ber* What is a remuneration ? 

Cofi. Marrie fir,halfc pennie farthing. 

Ber. O, Why then threefarthings worth cf'Sille. 

Coft. I thankeyour worftiip,God be wy you. 

Ber. Oftayflaue,I muft employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my fauour,good my knauc, 
Doe one thing for me that I fhall intreate. 

Clow. When would you haue it done fir ? 

Ber. O this after-noone. 

Clo. Well J will doe it fir : Fare you well. 

Ber. O thou knoweft not what it is. 

Clo. I ftiall know fir,when I haue done it. 

Ber. Why villaine thou muft know firft. 

Clo.l wil come to your worlhip to morrow morning. 

Ber. It muft be done this . after-noone, 
Harkeflaue,itisbut:his: 
ThePrinceffe comes to hunt here m the Parke, 
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And in her traine there isagentlcLadie ; 
When tongues fpeak fwcctly,then they name her name, 
And Kofalint they call her,aske for her : 
And to her white h and fee thou do commend 
This fcal'd-Yp counfaile. Thcr's thy guerdon : goe. 

Qo. Gardon,0 fweete gardon, better then remune- 
ration, a leuenpence-farthing better : moft fweete gar* 
don. I will doe it fir in print : gardon, remuneration. 

Exit. 

Ber. O, and I forfooth in loue, 
| I that haue beene loues whip ? 

A verie Beadle to a humerous figh : A Criticke 
| Nay,a night-watch Conftable* 
i A domineering pedant ore the Boy, 
: 7 hen whom no mortall fo magnificent, 
i This wimplcd,whyning,purblinde wai ward Boy, 
\ This fignior gyant drawfe,don Cupid, 
j Regent of Loue-rimes,Lord of folded armes, 
! Th'annointcd foueraigne of fighes and groanes : 
; Licdge ot all loyterers and malccontents : 
Dread Prince of Placcats.King of Codpecces. 
Sole Empcr3tor and great gcnerall 
Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart.) 
And I to bca Corporall of his field, 
! And wearc his colours like a Tumblers hoope. 
\ What?Iloue,Ifuc,Ifeekea wife, 

A woman that is like a Germane Cloake, 
Still a repairing : cuer out of frame, 
And neuer going a right,being a Watch : 
But being watcht,trnt it may ftill goe right. 
Nay,to be periurde,which is worft of all ; 
And among thrcc,to loue the worft of all, 
A wbitly wanton, with a veluet brow. 
With two pitch bals fiuckc in her face for eyes. 
I,and by heauen,one that will doe the dcede, 
Though Argm were her Eunuch and her garde. 
And 1 to figh for her,to watch for hcr t 
To pray for her,go to : it is a plague 
That {iipid will icnpofe for my neg!c&, 
Of his almighty drcadfull little might. 
Well,I will loue^rite^figh^ray^fliuejgrqnc, 
Some men muft loue my Lady,and fome lone. 


Enter the Princejfe.a Forrejhr, ber Ladies, and 
ber Lordf. 

Sit. Was that the King that fpurd his horfc fo hard, 
Againft rhe ftcepe vprifing of the hill ? 

Boy. I know not,but I thinke it was not he. 

Qu^ Who ere a was,a ftiew'd a mounting rninde : 
Well Lords, to day we fhall haue our difpatch, 
On Saterday we will returnc to France. 
Then Forrefier my friend,Where is the Bufli 
That we muft ftand and play the murthcrcr in ? 

For. Hereby vpon the edge of yonder Coppice, 
A Stand where you may make the faireft ftioote. 

J%h. I thankcmybeautie,Iamfaircthat £hoote, 
And thereupon thou fpeak'ft the faireft fiboote. 

For. Pardon me Madam,for I meant not fo. 

What,what?Firft praifemc,& then again fay no. 
O (horeliu'd pride. Not faire ? alacke for woe. 


